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eyes when they cheered him, and I found that my own eyes were moist
because of a sudden and profound emotion. This was the man who was
going to make the good peace. His name would live for ever as the
architect of the League of Nations which would secure us against
future wars. Wilson was going to turn back the old pages of history
written in blood, and on a new leaf write the beginning of a new
chapter which would change human history. We believed in him.

THE ACCOLADE
Soon after the war I and three of my fellow war correspondents were
knighted by the King. I spoke to Beach Thomas about it after we had
been playing chess together in Groom's cafe, in Fleet Street.
"What do you think about this knighthood idea? I should like to get
out of it."
"I wouldn't mind refusing it," said Beach Thomas. "But it's too late
now, I imagine."
He4 didn't think it mattered much, either way.
I felt that other men deserved the honour far more, and in any case
what did a title mean after all that death, and in this new unhappy
world?
I remembered being cross-questioned on the subject by a young
woman behind the cash desk of an American coffee shop. The girl who
had served me had written my name on top of the bill having seen my
portrait and announcement of a lecture in the local paper.
The girl behind the cash desk looked at it and raised her eyebrows
slightly.
"Sir Philip Gibbs?" she asked with emphasis on the first word.
"Yes," I answered.
"Why Sir?"
"I am a knight. I was knighted by King George V."
"Yes, but why?"
"I suppose he thought I had done a good job of work!"
"And had you?"
I "hoped I had".
King George V had been eating his breakfast and was wiping the
morning egg oflF his moustache when I arrived at the Palace for the
Investiture. I was in a tall hat and a tail coat, and on the side of my
coat, according to instructions, a little loop had been sewn. There was a
queue of naval and army officers, airmen, military nurses and others.